A   SINISTER   IMPROVISATION
signs of malaise which animals are wont to exhibit at
the approach of a thunderstorm.    Nevertheless, there
was one occasion on which music spoke to him with
ominous,    indeed    sinister    distinctness.     One    night,
Francis Grierson, who, among his many talents, included
a remarkable gift for improvising on the pianoforte, came
to Lane's house.    He brought with him a friend, a sort
of 'fidus Achates' who  accompanied him  everywhere.
Grierson sat down at the piano and played and played,
while the twilight gradually deepened into night.    At
the end of each improvisation, the fidus Achates, whose
name I forget, would announce the theme of what was
to follow.    Finally in the gloom, for not so much as a
candle had been lit, he gave out *The Sinking of the
Titanic\    The  treatment  of the  tragic  theme was so
overwhelmingly impressive and realistic, and had such a
profound effect upon Lane, that  he   could  not throw
it off, and postponed for a fortnight his departure for
America, although he had arranged to sail the very next
day.
Nor is that the only instance of the potent effect of
music, or, at least, of sound, on John Lane. Some years
ago, in order to accommcdate the overflow of their stock,
the firm took the lease of a crypt underneath a certain
London church. The place is roomy and dry, but it is
not cheerful. Its sole furniture, in addition to the books,
consists of tombstones, and other emblems of mortality,
ranged along the walls. It is now lit by electric light,
but in the days of which I speak, candles afforded the
solitary means of illumination. Into this lugubrious
cave Lane descended one late afternoon in search of some
book or other. He was groping about with his candle
in the sepulchral solitude when, suddenly, without the
smallest warning, the air was filled with shrieks and
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